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something I might regret 


by Talinor 


Summary 


“Do you... want me to leave?” The question was quiet. Almost awkward and shy, if he 
thought such words could ever apply to the man. 


A brief warmth graced him. One not borne of the desert air, fire, or drink. “If I said yes, 
would you?” 


“Of course.” Huh. Not the answer he was expecting, but it was a pleasant surprise. “Our 


bickering, our banter, playing off each other and butting heads? It’s fun. This?” He gestured 


to pretty much everything but himself. “Isn’t. You’ve made it explicitly clear you’re not in 
the mood, and being where I’m not wanted isn’t fun in this scenario. So if you wish to be 
alone, you just need to say so.” He quirked up a brow. “Was that your way of saying so?” 


Wilbur gives Quackity some surprisingly much-needed company. 


Notes 


*honks my tntduo clown nose again* 

this one's softer than my usual, but idk what it is about the hours of 1-4 am that make me 
wanna write these two 

the title's from honey whiskey by nothing but thieves 

enjoy! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


It was a hot and humid night in Las Nevadas. Or... well, the desert close to Las Nevadas. The 
grand glittering lights were certainly still visible from where Quackity stood, digging a small 
fire pit in the sand. If he ran, he’d make it back to his metropolis in about a minute. Maybe 
two. He didn’t wanna risk going too far out from home, but he needed to be out here. 
Couldn’t risk anyone accidentally seeing him. 


He threw some wood into the pit haphazardly, putting little thought into the arrangement. It 
didn’t matter how long the fire actually lasted, he just needed it for a little while. With little 
more than a click, his flint and steel provided the spark he needed. It grew in no time to a 
roaring flame with tendrils of heat reaching out toward the sky. 


Quackity sat down in the sand, feeling the coarse particles sink under newfound weight. He 
was flanked on both sides by things he’d brought from home. To his left, he had his trusty 
bottle of booze. No glasses for it, no nothing. He’d already started drinking from it at home 
and the brief walk here. It was already nearly half empty by now. Probably be completely 
done by the time he was. 


To his right, a big stack of old memories. Memorabilia to times he’d rather forget, things he 
clung onto out of some fucking stupid sense of sentimentality. Symbols of things holding him 
back, making him doubt. He couldn’t afford that anymore. Keeping it was doing him more 
harm than good. 


Still, the thought of setting them to the fire made a heavy feeling weigh in his chest. One he 
quickly drowned with another shot or two (really, who was measuring) of whiskey right from 
the bottle. The sharp tang of cinnamon and smooth honey greeted his tongue briefly. He 
didn’t spend much time savoring it. Warmth filled him as the drink made its way through his 
system, rippling like waves lapping at the beach. 


This was a special brand, the last bottle of it he had in stock. There were probably more on 
the server somewhere. Hell, he could probably pay to start producing it himself. But he 
wouldn’t. He would drink this stupid fucking bottle down to the last drop it could provide, 
then he’d hopefully never think about it again. 


It had been Schlatt’s favorite. It tasted like his kiss. 


With that thought, Quackity scowled and poured some into the fire. Felt it kick up and bite at 
his arm. He didn’t flinch or pull away from the burn, though. He’d felt far worse. 


His hands gingerly grabbed the stack of photos. They were about to be ash, but... those had 
still been good times. They deserved to be handled with love and care in their final moments. 
Just like he ’d deserved... 


He stared up at the stars, his brows furrowed. The few scintillating lights swam in his blurry 
vision. 


Dont you fucking dare start crying now, he chastised himself. You’re better than that now. 
You gotta buckle up and get over it. 


He wiped his eyes before looking down, and got to work. The oldest pictures were the first to 
the fire. The ones from a simpler time, the time where he was perfectly content with 
following instead of leading. Like a sheep to wheat, or a pig to the slaughter. 


Those times were over. That version of him was long dead. The only proof he’d ever existed 
were memories, both physical and not. The fire helped with the former, the drink would help 
with the latter. 


After the first few pictures, he heard crunching footsteps in the sand behind him. Part of him 
was tempted to try and hide what he was doing, but there was no way. There was nothing 
around him he could’ve possibly used to hide what he held besides the fire, and he wanted it 
to be a process. Not a one and done, dump it all in kinda thing. 


So he just sighed. Cut the tension loose from his shoulders. 


“What?” He said with all the bite he could muster, a tone that clearly stated how much he 
didn’t want to be bothered right now. “Can’t you see I’m busy right now?” Only then did he 
actually bother to turn around, see who it was. 


Oh god-fucking- damnit. 


There wasn’t an ideal person he wanted to see right now, but the skeleton-thin man towering 
over him was pretty high up on the list of people he really didn’t wanna see at a vulnerable 
time like this. He’d be pretty hard-pressed to think of a worse time for his current visitor to 
rear his white-streaked head. 


But inopportune times tended to be Wilbur’s favorite moment to arrive. So he sighed and 
accepted it, taking another swig from the bottle. 


“Really, that’s it?” Wilbur strode next to him, his smile smaller than it was a moment ago. 
Something shone in his eyes akin to concern. “No yelling, no swearing at me to ‘get the hell 
out of here Wilbur, you’re not allowed here’?” The sand shifted, some falling into the fire pit 
as his reluctant companion sat by his side. “Something’s up. Care to tell me what it is?” 


“Nothing,” he lied lamely. “I’m just... tired, okay? Too tired to yell at you. Count yourself 
lucky, I guess.” 


He knew it wouldn’t fucking work. Knew Wilbur wouldn’t leave well enough alone, 
wouldn’t leave him alone. Still, some still-kicking naivety hoped he’d get the hint. A shred 
clinging to the idea that he’d read the room and leave him to his business, even if he didn’t 
understand it. 


“I do, but...” He gestured to the fire, then to the pictures held protectively from his sight. 
When he spoke, his tone was soft and gentle. “Quackity, what... what are you doing out 
here?” 


Surprise, surprise. 


“None of your business,” he bit, letting another photo slip into the fire. “You wanna stay here 
and annoy me? Fine. But one rule: you don’t ask about these. ” He held up the pictures. 
“Anything else, fire away. Got that?” 


To his credit, Wilbur didn’t immediately break that one rule. He didn’t even talk right away, 
just nodded with a strangely thoughtful look in his eyes. Staring at the flames. 


For a few long, dragging moments, the only sound that filled the silence was the crackling of 
the fire. Funny enough, the photos he was burning were around election time. A period that 
changed both their lives for better and worse. One that inevitably led to his silent 
companion’s death. 


Drink loosened his tongue, so Quackity actually spoke the question on the forefront of his 
mind. “Wilbur?” 


He hummed in acknowledgement. 


“What,” his tongue felt heavy even trying to form the words. “What did death feel like? The 
final one, I mean.” He’d only had one taste of it, thankfully, but one was enough. He could 
remember it like it happened yesterday, still feel it in his eye on the worst days. It was... cold 
and dark. Stripped him down to the bone of not only everything he had, but everything he 
was. It was complete and utter powerlessness. 


He’d never feel that again, long as he had anything to say about it. 


Wilbur hummed again, not tearing his gaze away from the fire. But this time he followed it 
with a verbal response. “It was... empty. Colorless. Honestly, so much of it is a haze.” One 
hand moved to absentmindedly draw in the sand. “There was just... an endless nothing for so 
long. You’re both hyper aware of every passing moment, yet years can pass by like minutes.” 
He finally looked up to meet Quackity’s eyes, the firelight giving his face an almost skeletal 
look for a moment. A strange trick of the light. “Did you die? While I was gone?” 


“.. Yeah,” he said hollowly, casting another photo into the fire. “I did.” 


To his credit once more, Wil left it at that. Didn’t prod, didn’t pry. Just let that information 
hang in the air. 


It took another swig for another question to surface. This time, Wilbur asked. 


“Do you... want me to leave?” The question was quiet. Almost awkward and shy, if he 
thought such words could ever apply to the man. 


A brief warmth graced him. One not borne of the desert air, fire, or drink. “If I said yes, 
would you?” 


“Of course.” Huh. Not the answer he was expecting, but it was a pleasant surprise. “Our 
bickering, our banter, playing off each other and butting heads? It’s fun. This?” He gestured 
to pretty much everything but himself. “Isn’t. You’ve made it explicitly clear you’re not in 


the mood, and being where I’m not wanted isn’t fun in this scenario. So if you wish to be 
alone, you just need to say so.” He quirked up a brow. “Was that your way of saying so?” 


There wasn’t an immediate answer. Though his thoughts were still clear enough, they were 

getting a little bit murky thanks to the alcohol. Part of him wanted to say yes, be completely 
alone with his thoughts at a time like this. Anyone seeing him in such a state was a gamble, 
but someone like Wilbur? Even more so. 


“No,” he still found himself saying. He was a gambling man, after all. “Stay.” Part of him 
was tempted to tack on a ‘please’ at the end there, but it was a part he was determined to 
bury. Phrasing it like this made it a command. Made him the one in power in this scenario. 
He couldn’t do much if Wilbur decided to go against orders, but it would still feel like he 
made a choice and stuck with it steadfast. 


Besides, he was used to being left behind. He’d be prepared this time. 
Yet Wilbur only nodded. “Very well.” 


Their conversation continued for a while like that: the occasional question from one, an 
answer from the other. All the while, Quackity drank and threw in photo after photo to watch 
them burn. There was a pleasant burn in his own chest, blending with the fire’s warmth 
comfortably. This was... nice. Nicer than he honestly expected it to be. 


“Quackity,” Wilbur started softly, leaning his shoulder against Q’s. “May I ask you 
something... personal?” 


He should have been on guard at such a question, but he was too tipsy to give much of a shit. 
At least he’d had the decency to ask first. “Go ahead.” He could only pray it wouldn’t ruin 
the mood, the atmosphere the two had built up here. He dared not name the feeling, though it 
was all too familiar to him. Probably just the drink talking. 


Wilbur swallowed, Quackity’s eyes involuntarily watching his Adam’s apple bob before 
returning to his eyes, before speaking. “When was the last time someone ever told you that 
you were enough?” 


What? 


In a sober state, such a question would piss him off to no end. How dare he ask something 
like that? Who the fuck was he to dig down and pull that outta left field? Why did he need to 
know? He wasn’t Quackity’s fuckin therapist. 


While he did feel a flare of indignation rise in his chest, a wave of sorrow drowned it out. 
One that flowed into the hollow feeling in his chest, but kindly didn’t dare touch his eyes. He 
crumpled the pictures in his hand. At this point, they were snapshots of those who’d come 
close enough to making him feel that way. But they never said it. 


Never told him, and then they fucking threw him out like garbage. 


He cast the pictures into the fire. “Why are you asking?” His voice was uneven, putting on a 
brave face but failing. He hated it. 


“Because you deserve it.” Wilbur was quick to reply. “Everyone does, but I got the feeling 
you hadn’t been paid your dues.” He paused to stare into the fire. “So you turn to something, 
anything, to bring that attention to you. To feel like you’re good enough for something. For 
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anyone. 


Quackity’s brows furrowed. This could just be a ploy to get into his good graces, but... 
something deep down told him otherwise. Something in him implicitly knew. This was 
speaking from experience, not simply what he wanted or needed to hear. 


Huh. Guess he wasn’t the only one showing vulnerability here. 
Wilbur’s eyes moved to behind Quackity. “You inspire such beauty.” 


“I didn’t build most of it,” without even looking, he knew Wilbur was looking at Las 
Nevadas. “Can’t take credit for that.” Another swig. He was getting pretty low, and feeling 
pretty good. 


“And yet it was built for you, in your honor. You did that, Quackity. No one else. You.” A 
small smile ghosted his lips. His eyes returned to meet Quackity’s gaze. “Such dazzling 
beauty took its example from you.” A hand reached up to gingerly move some hair from Q’s 
face and tucked it behind his ear like it was precious. Like he was precious. “And yet, despite 
everything, it cannot remotely compare.” 


A long-ignored part of him curled at the compliment. The feeling intensified. Despite 
himself, he leaned into the hand still somewhat hovering beside his face. Wilbur didn’t move 
it away. It’d been too long since he’d felt this way. Far too long. Despite the circumstances 
he was experiencing it in, he was more than happy to see where such a feeling could take 
him. 


Wil continued. “TIl say it, but I hope I’m not the only one to do so. You’re enough, Big Q. 
For me, for you, for anyone and everyone. We may not always agree, and there’s some wear 
and tear,” his thumb lightly ran over the eye scar. “But that doesn’t change the fact that you 
don’t have to justify your existence. What you do with it is another question, but regardless 
of anything you’ve done to get to this moment, you’re more than enough. I... I’m proud of 
you.” His words nearly broke off at the end. Almost like this was as emotional for him as it 
was for Quackity. But that wouldn’t make any sense, unless... 


Of course. Wilbur saw himself in Quackity, with the whole ‘he’s my yang’ talk. Wil might’ve 
wanted to hear this from someone as badly as Q had. 


Maybe, he mused, they weren’t so different after all. 


He was at a loss for words, but maybe he didn’t need them. They were still close. Still 
looking at each other, Wilbur’s surprisingly soft hand cradling his face. It wouldn’t take much 
to close the distance between them. He leaned forward, letting his eyes flutter shut. 


So he couldn’t see Wilbur’s surprise, then reluctance as he moved his hand to Quackity’s lips 
to stop him in his tracks. His eyes opened to meet Wil’s sympathetic gaze. 


“Trust me,” Wilbur told him. “Any other time, I’d accept without hesitation. But not here, not 
now. I don’t want you doing something you might regret in the morning.” 


Wil’s hand moved away from his mouth, letting him respond. “I offered, didn’t I? What other 
proof do you need that I want this?” 


“You're not in your right mind,” Wilbur chided. “I don’t want to be anyone 5 drunken 
mistake, but especially not yours.” His hand moved to Quackity’s, bringing it gingerly up to 
his lips. They were as soft as he imagined, pressing light against his knuckles. “When you’re 
sober, though? I'll take you up on that offer, duckling.” 


Wil stayed with him until the fire was dead and the whiskey was done, but as soon as they 
crossed the threshold of Las Nevadas, he was gone. Quackity kept those words in mind, even 
when he woke up the next morning with a killer headache and hazy memories. 


Huh. 


End Notes 


if you enjoyed, please leave a comment! nothing motivates me to write more than 
engagement with my work (and that sweet sweet Validation) 
my tumblr: squishy--squish 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


